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8 I Tana, eu Loyal Britons, to my Lays, 
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Rome! why, our Heroe has renounc'd her long, 


| Begone, you Saints, whom IZyburn canoniz d. 
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Accept, Auſpicious Heroe, this thy Praiſe, 


et, Ty 


Whether thou chuſeſt Perkin's Name to bear, fraud 


Or Gloſter's Duke, or James the Third, or dough Lene 


(Chevalier. y Fr 
nd if t 


while 


And thou, O Sacred Rome, ſublime my Song. 
But hold — beware, my Muſe, beware, | 
coulc 


Rome ſays herſelf he is no more her Son, d m- 


And who can diſbelieve the never-failing Chair ? oft T. 
Why then, you Romiſh Saints, begone, Line 
Begone, you Bravoes of the murd'rous Trade, 


Coleman, with F enwick. Faux, the Muſe diſdain 
their Aid; 


ſtill. 
And 
e Be 


Low may they lye in Death as Lite deſpis d, 
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Yet See 


ei 

et, Tyburn, truſt me, Ibewail thy Wrong, 
efrauded of thy Due, the Patron of my Song. 
aghf Lefley, thou my Patron, help me to rehearſe 


y Prince's Praiſes in Immortal Verſe. 


nd if the Youth's Converſion don't offend, 
while, O Pope, thy daring Genius lend. 
could I Tranſubitantiate my Lays, 


d make them thine, to Sing the Heroe's Praiſe, 
oft I'd Soar, and Celebrate my Theme, 


Lines as ſoft as ſoft * Loddona's Stream. 


II. 


daing .. NY 3 
* ſtill, thou Bath, be ſtill you ſteaming Springs, 


And thou, O Tunbridge, boaſt no more 


e Barren Womb unclos'd, thy fructify ing Power, 
greater Wonder ſtill my Story Sings; 
B2 ow Ee. 
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Yet, Ste, ind ſor- Foreſt, a Peem. So , 


Sw—t Swears by G—4'tis true, Sach Aſſiſt 
believes, e BEA ; But n 

By help of Conſecrated Smock the Royal Nymj For { 
conceives. | 
Promis'd a Child when ſhe could bear ho more + And 
The Son of Teraꝶs unbelieving Wie, j 
Laught, ſays the Scripture, from behind the Doo 
Nor tould be brought to think it for her Life; ; Nort 
But Molly had more Faith, and in the ſelf-fame C T. 


Tho at the Jeſt, except herſelf, all Smil'a, An 1 
Put on the Smicket and a ſerious Face, I And 


And for her Faith was ſtreight rewarded with a Chi 
With ſuch a Child too — but her Pangs begin, Says 


Hark how ſhe weeps, ſhe groans, ſhe eries But v 
Feigwd as her Pangs, aſſiſt her, Pagan Deities, le fl. 
72 0 a And e 


1 
Aſſiſt her, Juno, O aſũſt her all, 
; But no — ſhe2sgot a ſpeedier Machine, 


n For ſee, her Pangs are ore, the W g 


: brought in, 
| And ſhot into the Bed Ache Babe begins to ſquall 
1 | 930 
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'N or thou, Auſpicious Prince, nor thou diſdain 
od  Theſervile Caſe of Warming pan; 3 — 


An. Infant thou in Warming-pan wert held, 


And was not Jove himſelf by Corybantine Braſs con- 
hls, ala? 


Says 6 Jove was ſuckled by a Goat, 

But when he march'd into the warring Field, 
He ſſew his Nurſe, and ſtript her of her Coat, : 

And cover'd with the Shag his ample Shield. 


(6) 
Our Prince thus arm'd from Scotland ran, 


With the ſame Piety St. Geoꝛge 8 Ot 
Has hammer'd out his Native Warming- pan, 


And wears it on his Back, whene're he goes to Fight. 


O Princely Prudence | Piety ſincere ! - 
O happy Braſs that gird'ſt the Royal Loins ! 


The "IM the Bow, the Sword, let Heaven no 


longer wear. 


Come down ronHeavencome down ”-u_ meaner Signs | 
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Glad the refulgent Skies; and beautifie the Night. . | 


0 pee, Chenin 9 Jenes. 
O animate the : Mole haves 
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With the ſame Vigour as thou rann'ſt away 

; From Oudenard, when Brunſwick turmd the Day, 

f On Oudenard's unlucky Plain. 

ILet Brunſwick boaſt his War-horſe Slain, 

ret Brunſwick all in vain gave Thee the Chace, 

f | e loſt his Saddle, thou didſt win the Race. 

2 Let Brunſwick boaſt his Faulchion bath'd in Blood, 
. Call thou to Witneſs every Gallick Wood. 

a Call thou to Witneſs every Gallick Plain, 

er. What*Flocks of Wild-fowl that Right Hand has Slain; 


* 


Witneſs, thou Seine, with what a certain flight, 


Lie Interceps the Swallow's mazy Flight; 


Me takes her as ſhe wavers in the Skim, 
+ Her ſcatter'd Plumes adown thy current Swim. 


Oh! 


— 


Vith 


The Pretender is reported to be a great Shooter. 


CS 
Oh! ſhould this Arcadful Warriour come to Reign, 
Tremble you Partridges on Windſor's Plain, 
Fly, fly, you Woodcocks, fly from Windſor's Wood, 


Swift to the Mark his deadly Thunder flies, 


And ſoon as ſeen the ſpringing Pheaſant dies. 


V. 


Thee, Lewis, Thee, O Hoſp itable King, 
The World admires, and the Muſes ſing ʒ 
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On thee the Penſionary Prince relies, 


* Look on the Youth, O lock with Pity down! 
1 Thou doſt; and thanks to thee with greedy Eyes, 5 


He Wadi a Throne, and graſps A Crown. 


You Swallows ſweep no more the Neighb'ring Flood; 
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Hail 


et! 
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„ O Lewis, hadſt chou liv in Pagan Time, 


| When Baniſh'd Heaven for a Pious Crime, 
The God of Wit came down, 

R e had not ſought Admetug Houſe, 

Nor fed his Hogs, nor fed his Cows + 

pi tebus had harbour'd i in Lutetia's Town. 
Ĩhe Silver Seine to hear his Song, 
besamt her ling ring Folds had ſhov'd * j 


q erſailles had ecchoed to his Strains, and Marly 
| Fi heard him ſing the Grand Monarque and his 
GS nnd Crony H—. 


L VI. 
" Hail „Bacchus, hail, hail, Son of Thund' ring Jobe, 
3 ether in Nants thou dwell'ſt or Rich Champai ne, 
Or elſe in M-—rs Pumpled Face, 
N 5 Alight 


e * |. —y_— — 


| Alight from thy Seat, preſent, and Oh prove 


Denied thou wert the Thunderer's alone ; 


Our Codlike Prince of St——rt's Race, 
Thou wert Twice Born, yet not a Man 


So Blaſphemous or Nice. 


And though our Godlike Heroe was deliverd You i u 

Both from the Womb and Warming-pan, 4 
Sure all muſt grant he is — his Father's Son. 
Say why, O Critick, ſay why, Caſuiſt, 

Our Prince is not a Prince of Worth; 
Youſay a Second Thought is beſt, 

Wh y not a Second Birth ? 


Hail then, all hail, O Prince unfeign'd, 
In Thee united all the Gifts we ſee 
Of all thy Houſe who have before thee reign d: 
The ſteady A——a's Conſtancy, 


wice, 


1 


And both the C—5's Policy, 
And both the | BE 8 n ſhine united al in Thee. 
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But why, when Gallia rears her drooping Head, 


Why mourns St Germains now the Peace is made? 
The happy Peace is made, 'tis true, and they 
Muſt Joy indeed, but Joy, with vaſt Allay. 

The Prince, alas! the Fav'rite Prince departs, 

N o more his awful Eye-ſhine glads their Hearts; 
No more ſhall they behold the Heroe come 

{ den with Hares and ſlaughter d Wild-fowl Home 3. 


Dejecked ſee! With many aruetul Groan, 


To far Lorrain he journeys o re the Plains, 
Wit P——h and Meld to relieve his Moan : 
Aﬀre him his next Step is to a Throne; 

400 bid him truſt in faithful Hs Pains, 

] C 2 Bid 


Bid him be Valiant, and diſperſe his Fears, 
Bid him rely on Sc— 4s Mutincers. | 
Bid him not doubt whilſt Lefley pleads his Cauſe,” | 
Whilſt Serifleſs Cudgell'd Roper meets Applauſe, | | 
And whilſt his Delegated Sk — 7 Slights the Laws. 


VIII. 
Yon mighty Pow'rs, what Nymph fo Bright, | 


Her Nation's Glory, and her Sex's Pride, 


Shall climb to ſuch an envied Height, 

As to be crowd the Peerleſs Prince's Bride; 
Dread Youth, once more thy Courage prove, 

And venture on a frightful but a friendly Dame, 

One that will glow with double Flame 
Of Brandy, and of Love. 


Should 


i 

hould M loſe her Husband, in his Stead 
fe grateful, and admit her to thy Princely Bed. 

Equal Match! O more than Happy Pair ! 
he Heroe Valiant, as the Lady Fair. 
Advance, Oh Hymen, Oh advance, 

At the Bride's Carbuncles thy Taper light 3 

4 


t B—n and L—7 lead the Dance, 
nd B—e and O—d fuddle out the N ight; 
ith Mirth and Muſick let the Palace ring, 


ing Jo Perkin, Jo Þ——m, ſing. 
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HE Following SCENE i 
being very Common, and bY 

ving in it Something Extraordinary, i 

Reader may if be pleaſes find it in 


a 1 
4 ; 


ſon, called, MOR TIMER H 
FALL. MORTIMER {% 
Introducd with this SOLILOQUT 


MORTIMER. 


His Riſe is made, yet! and we now ſtand rank't, 
To view about us all that were above us! _ 

ought hinders now our Proſpect, all are even, 

e walk upon a Level. Mortimer 

a great Lord of late, and a New Thing! 


At 
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At what a divers Price do divers Men mean 
Act the ſame Thing! Another might have had r 
Perhaps the Hurdle, or at leaſt the Ax, > Ben 
For what I have this Crownet, Robes, and Wax. F goin 

There is a Fate that flies with tow'ring Spirits fere o 
Home to the Mark, and never checks at Conſcience. en ot 
Poor plodding Prieſts, and Preaching Friars may make r all 
Their hollow Pulpits, and the empty Iles Uu 
Of Churches ring with that round Word: But we 
That draw the ſubtil and more piercing Air, 
In that ſublimed Region of Court, 
Know all is good we make ſq, and go on, 
Secur d by the Proſperity of our Crimes. 
To Day is Mortimer made Earl of March : 
For what? For that, the very thinking it 
Would make a Citizen ſtart ! Some Politick Tradeſman 
Curl with the Caution of a Conſtable ! 
But I, who am no Common-council-man, 
Knew Injuries of that dark Nature done, 
Were to be throughly done, and not be left 
To Fear of a Revenge. They're light Offences 
Which admit that. The great Ones get above it. 
Man doth not nurſe a deadlier Piece of Folly 
To his high Temper, and brave Soul, than that 
Of fancying Goodneſs, and a Seal to live by 
So differing from Man's Life. As if with Lions, 
Beaſts, Tygers, Wolves, and all thoſe Beaſts of Prey, 
He would affect to be a Sheep! Can Man 5 
Neglect what is fo to attain hat ſhould be, 
As rather he will eall on his own Ruin, 
Than work t aſſure his Safety? I ſhould think 
When mongſt a World of bad none can be good, 0 


(19) 
mean ſo abſolutely good and perfect 
our Religious Confeſſors would have us ;) 


ce. 


nake pr all the Brand, and ſafely do the 1 
s Uſurers rob, or our Phyſicians kill. 
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ſman 


is enough, we do decline the Rumour 


doing monſtrous Things : And yet if thoſe 
ere of Emolument unto our Ends, 


en of thoſe the Wiſeman will make Friends, 


ill, 
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